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Part | 


"Let Your Heart Rule Your Head" 


Maddy Baker's debut - how she and Brian got together. 
Many, many thanks to Aries for letting me borrow the beginning of her story, "You Can't magne The Scene." Brian 
finds himself in a rather awkward situation, only this time he's rescued by someone he doesn't expect... 


Why oh why do | let myself get talked into these things? Maddy Baker wondered. It was about six-forty-five in 
the morning and she was driving back from Gatewick, having just driven a co-worker to the airport and just 
nearly been driven insane in the process. She had bitten her tongue to keep from pointing out that nobody was 
making the other woman take a 1:14 AM flight, no matter how much she'd tried to convince our heroine 
otherwise. Heroine? She'd heard once that "heroin" was in fact just a corruption of "heroine," the latter having 
once been a slang term for the former. She didn't want to think about the implications of that. Or the logic. 
Her mind worked that way, worrying and playing with words the same way she twisted the phone cord into 
unrecognizable shapes when she was talking on it. Once upon a time, in fact, she had longed to be a writer. She 
had wound up a secretary instead, working for an entertainment lawyer named Jim Beach. It wasn't bad. Jim 


had just picked up some new clients, a band called Queen All four of the guys were absolute sweethearts - 


not to mention absolutely adorable. Especially their guitarist, Brian. He had a mop of dark curls to rival her own 
out-of-control locks (despite her best efforts - she'd more or less given up) and, strangely enough, hazel 
eyes, a light clear brown just a little darker than amber, just like the book. He was sweet and gentle and 
obviously very intelligent - someone had told her he had a PhD. Naturally, all of the above meant that he 


wouldn't be interested in her. 


She sighed, switched on her turn signal and made a sweeping turn onto another street, lost in her increasingly 
dismal thoughts. Although the sun was just up, it was still a gloomy, cloudy, chilly day, promising rain 
sometime later. She looked up briefly at the sky, then back down the road as the faint gleam of her headlights 
picked out something near the bus stop, a bit of - gold glitter? It wasn't until she got closer that she realized 
what - and who - it was. None other than the aforementioned Brian, apparently tied to the concrete pillar and 
wearing a - she blinked - gold sequined thong? 


"Holy shit!" she exclaimed, slamming on the brakes, lucky that there was nobody else on the road at the time. 
we 


Brian was so engrossed in picturing the torture implements he could use to get back at Roger that he didn't 
notice the car come to a screeching halt, but he looked up in sudden fear as the door slammed. 


"Brian, ohmigodl" It was, to his almost insane relief, Maddy Baker, Jim Beach's cutest secretary. She came over, 
wide-eyed. "You poor thing, ohmigod. Who left you here?" She was wearing a long brown tweed coat with a 
black velvet collar and cuffs, a multicolored striped scarf that was long enough to drag the ground and a 


man's fedora pushed back on her head. She was a big Doctor Who fan. 


"Roger. It had to be," he said weakly, almost too cold to shiver by now. "Can you get them open or something? 
I've been attacked by yobs, stared at by bus passengers and hit on by old ladies and l'm near freezing to 
death--- " He wasn't sure whether he was relieved or humiliated At least it was someone he knew, someone 
friendly, but why oh why oh why did it have to be the cutest girl he'd ever seen? Maddy was small and 
slightly plump, with a delicate face, small, soft, full-lipped mouth, somewhat oversized nose and the most 
beautiful eyes, huge, dark and forlorn, all half-hidden under a pile of dark shiny corkscrew curls that fell 
halfway down her back. Ever since the moment he'd first seen her, he'd longed to gather her up in his arms 
and tell her everything was going to be all right, he'd take care of her. She always seemed so sad. 


"Hang on. l'm working on that," she said, ducking behind the pillar to see what was going on. "Whoa, | wouldn't 
have guessed Rog to be the pink fur type" He shivered at her touch as she examined the cuffs. Her hands 
were small and plump, with short fingers, very much in keeping with the rest of her, but her nails were well 
kept, long but not impractical, and varnished a pretty red. 


"Uh-oh," she said after a moment, "These don't have a safety catch." She frowned, then remembered 
something and headed for her car. "Wait here." Under the circumstances it wasn't the most intelligent remark, 


but he didn't comment on it. All he could think was that she was going to drive off. 


"Where are you going?" he cried. "Maddy---" 


"To get something. l'm not leaving, Bri, really. l'd never do that," she said, looking back at him and pausing in the 


act of opening the car door. This was not the time to tell him that he actually looked really good in that thong. 


Uh-oh Blushing at her own thoughts, she quickly looked away to rummage in her purse. She didn't usually give 


her imagination free reign, for fear of seeming to be, well - kinky. 


Brian was taken aback. He'd caught her wistful look of sheer desire. Could it be----? It wasn't the same 
lecherous look the old woman had given him. It was - well, innocent, really, or at least as innocent as someone 
who'd apparently just thought of relieving you of the one piece of clothing you still had on could be. And he 
certainly wouldn't have minded --- grabbing her and pulling her close, burying his face in all that hair, then 
crushing his mouth against hers. She was shy, hesitant and rather timid, for the most part, but he'd long 


wondered what would happen if he ever got past her inherent reserve. 
"What are you looking for?" he said instead, tugging futiley at the cuffs again 


"Wait," she said, leaning over further to reach the glove box. Under her coat she was dressed rather sedately, 
in a dark gray skirt that came to just below her knees and a fuzzy-looking pink sweater. However, as she put 
one knee on the seat, her skirt slid up and he caught a glimpse of - his heart thumped - a pink butterfly? - 
about three and a half inches above her knee, a bit to the side of her leg. A tattoo? he wondered. She has a 
tattoo? His suspicions were confirmed when she backed out of the Mini and her skirt rode up another few 
inches before falling back into place. She apparently didn't notice. "Here ‘tis! She came back over with a small 


metal nail file. "Next best thing to a sonic screwdriver." 
| don't think that's going to go through it, love," he said weakly, hoping he wasn't staring at her leg. 


"| don't intend for it to. Ever hear of Houdini?" she replied amiably, starting to worry the lock. "If | can break 
Vikki Barrett's desk open with this, | can open these, too. Wait a minute, though. Here. Take this first." She 
shrugged out of her long wool coat and wrapped it around him as best she could. It smelled heavily of her 
perfume, which was somehow soothing rather than nauseating, even with his hangover. Then she went back to 
lockpicking, biting her lower lip in concentration as she worked. Her calm demeanor, as if this were nothing out 


of the ordinary, was soothing to his bruised ego as well. 
"Who's Vikki Barrett?" he said. 


"The office bimbo," Maddy replied, but didn't elaborate. The lock on the cuffs was proving somewhat more 
difficult to pop than the desk She frowned, trying a different angle. As she worked at it, a passing car slowed 
way down, its two female occupants squealing and giggling as they gawked. As they did, Maddy abruptly worked 
the lock free. Brian stumbled and nearly fell, but she caught him, then turned to look at the two gaping 


gigglers. 


"Sorry, ladies, but | saw him first. He's mine," she said with a smile, pulling him to his feet. He dove for her 
car and she lept in after him, accelerating off down the street. As she did, he looked at her. "Thanks, love." It 
had occurred to him that her parting shot was going to be very funny some day, one day. Shuddering, he 


reached over to crank the heat up all the way. 
She giggled a little. "Won't they have something to talk about? | wonder if anyone will believe them?" 
He smiled in spite of everything. She was so cute. She glanced over at him. "Where's home? I'll drive you." 


His heart sank as he realized. "It wouldn't do any good, love. | don't have a key." He suddenly wanted to put his 


hands over his face and cry. 


"Duh. | suppose pockets in - that - would be even more impractical than skirt pockets," she realized, looking 


over, then realizing what she was looking at exactly and blushing. "Sorry." 


"That's all right, love." She'd blushed. It had been awhile since he'd met a girl modest enough to react that way. 
A long while. "You | don't mind." 


"We'll go to my place." she decided. "We can track Roger down from there." 
wee 


Maddy's little flat was bright and clean but far from neat. There were music and fashion magazines scattered 
about, along with records, books, a neat pile of folded laundry in one chair, and a profusion of flourishing 
houseplants. A large brass birdcage housed a bright yellow budgie and a smaller orange-and-white cage on a 


nearby table apparently housed some sort of small furry animal, although its occupant was currently not in 


sight. 


"Did you expect to see me back so soon, imp?" Maddy asked the bird, who warbled in reply. "Freddie, this is 
Brian. Keep it down, okay? He's probably got a nasty headache." 


"Freddie?" Brian was amused. 


"Yeah. | named him after your bandmate. This was before | thought I'd ever meet you guys," she admitted. 
"That's Harvey somewhere in there. Let me fetch you a blanket and then we'll see what's going on." She ran 
out of the room and came back in with a fuzzy white blanket that she wrapped around him. He snuggled into it 
gratefully as she fetched him a couple of asprin. Brian shuddered as the first vestiges of warmth started 
returning to his body. Now he could really feel his headache, pounding mercilessly into his temples. He put his 
hands over his face, wondering if she could possibly pop the lock on the other cuff. That reminded him and he 
shook off his hungover daze enough to find her phone and call Jim's office. To his surprise, Jim himself picked 


up. 


"Jim? Its Brian May," he said, sinking back down on the sofa again, snuggling back into the blanket. It was soft 


and, like seemingly everything else of hers, smelled deliciously of her perfume. He wondered what kind it was. 
"Brian? Where are you? Are you all right?" Jim sounded anxious. 


"l'm fine. l'm with Maddy Baker. | kind of got in a - situation - and she helped me out. But I've probably made 


her late for work." 

"Thank God," Jim sighed, then said to someone beside him. "He's fine. He's with Maddy." 

"Maddy? Maddy who?" It was Roger's voice. 

"Maddy Boker. My other secretary," Jim said 

‘Oh yeah. That funny-looking dark-haired bird,” Roger said. 

Brian groaned. “Tell that asshole she isn’t funny looking. And that he's dead" As he spoke, Maddy came back in 


"Jim?" she said. He nodded and handed her the phone. She took it, holding the cord up over her head so she 


wouldn't tangle him up in it. 


"Jim? It's Maddy. I'm with Brian at my place," she said, tucking the phone under her chin and reaching over the 
sofa for Brian's still-cuffed wrist. "I'll be there in a bit." 


"Maddy, Roger wants to---" Jim started, but the blond drummer had already grabbed the phone from him. 


"Maddy? Oh man, | must seem like the biggest jerk right now," he said, sounding embarassed and very contrite. 


‘Man, | am so sorry. Tell Bri that. | think he wants to kill me right about now.’ 


She popped the lock on the second cuff. "Roger, next time you get an idea like that, don't do it in January," she 
said, "Poor Brian, he's freezing.’ She leaned on the back of the sofa, playing with the guitarists dark curls. She 
was longing to gather him up in her arms and hold him until he stopped shivering. Even his hair felt frozen. 
"You don't have his keys, do you?" 


"Ive got everything here," he replied. "Should | bring it by?" 

"ll come by in a bit. | have to poke my head in anyway," she said. As she spoke, a tiny pink nose appeared 
between the bars of the orange cage, twitching curiously. It was followed moments later by a small, fat and 
very furry hamster, almost the same color as Roger's hair. Brian smiled, then chuckled softly as the little 


hamster yawned and stretched, then sat up, looking curious. 


"That's Harvey," she said. "He looks like Roger, doesn't he?" 


Brian had to laugh. There was a box of hamster treats sitting on the table by the cage and he took one out 
and offered it to Harvey, who took it from between the bars of the cage. Maddy watched with a relieved 


smile. At least he liked animals. 


"I'll be there in a bit," she said into the phone, then reached over Brian to hang up, the soft fuzz of her 


sweater brushing his cheek. It took all his willpower not to grab her and pull her over the sofa into his arms. 


"lm going to run over to the office," she said, looking around at him, "You just rest here. | should be back in an 


hour or so." 

| hate to put you out," he said. 

"You're not," she said, pushing a stray curl out of his face. He impulsively caught her hand and kissed the palm. 
"You're an angel," he said, looking at her, not even trying to hide the adoration in his eyes. 


"Oh Brian" She looked embarassed, but didn't resist when he pulled her close. He held her for just a moment, 


then pushed her away a bit. 


"You'd better run, love. I'm not going anywhere, | promise," he said, pushing her hair back. "l---" He gave up 


and kissed her softly on the cheek. "Thanks again" 


"You're welcome.” She almost - almost - had the nerve to kiss him back, but she couldn't quite bring herself 
to do it. "I won't be long" She started to get her coat, then stopped. "I've got an electric blanket on the bed 
Why don't you curl up under that?" The implications of that remark didn't occur to her. 


~ Ke 


After she left, Brian took a quick shower to warm up, hoping she wouldn't mind, then nicked a little motel 
toothbrush she had in the medicine cabinet to brush his teeth. Feeling much better, he curled up on the bed 
with a sigh, snuggling into the blankets. He was finally getting warm again, and it made him sleepy. Thank God 
she'd come along when she had. He didn't know how he was going to thank her..or maybe he did. He knew how 
he'd like to, anyway. He smiled, imagining it, kissing her all over, every inch of her body, kissing and stroking and 
licking until neither of them could take it anymore, then taking her in his arms, their bodies tangling together, 


at once he was shivering violently again, although he wasn't cold at all now. He tried to think of something else, 
but that was impossible. It had felt so good holding her, even for a moment. Maybe when she got back----he 
was so exhausted by then that he fell asleep almost in spite of himself, the budgie's chirping and talking 
soothing rather than annoying... 


~ Ke 


Roger looked around as the door to Jim's offices opened. It was a man in a florists' shop jacket, carrying a 
glass vase with what had to be three dozen red roses in it. Maddy Baker was behind him, flushed and 
somewhat rumpled, her hair blown into more thon its usual disarray by the rapidly rising wind. Brian was right, 


he realized. She really wasn't funny-looking. 


The man with the flowers paused at the receptionists desk "Flowers for a ---" he looked at the card. "A Miss 
Vikki Cuddles?" 


"Oooh, that would like be me!" she squealed. "Ooooh, look, everyone, look! Look what he sent mel Isn't he just like 


so romantic and all?!" 

"He was never like that with me," Maddy said softly, mostly to herself. Roger was the only one who heard her. 
He did a quick double-take. He knew she'd been quite unceremoniously dumped several months earlier, but had 
no idea it was for Vikki Barrett. 

"Hey, Maddy," he said, feeling awkward. "Is he too mad at me?" 


"I think he'll forgive you," she said, "But that was an awfully mean trick to play on him, you know.’ She was 


looking at him sternly, or at least as sternly as she could manage given her timid demeanor. 


Roger looked at his feet. "I know. | was only going to leave him there for a few minutes, but | --- well, | kind 


of forgot" 
Before she could say anything, Jim came out. "Hey, Maddy. Is he still at your place?" 
She nodded. 


"Good," Jim said. "At least he's all right. You gave Roger here quite a scare. A well-deserved scare, might | 
add." He gave Roger a look. 


Roger looked contrite, then handed her a bag. "Here. Its got both sets of keys in it. How did you get those - 


things - open?" 

"The safety catch," she lied. She wasn't about to blow her cover, considering that Vikki still had no idea how 
someone (more like the whole office cooperatively, save for Jim) had filled her desk drawers with styrofoam 
peanuts several weeks ago. "I'd better go see if he's all right" 

"Run along - I'll put you down as being here," Jim said. "You ought to get something for doing all this." 


She looked even shyer than usual. "It's the least | could do." 


After she left, Roger abruptly remembered that those handcuffs didn't have a safety catch... 


~ Ke 


She arrived back at her flat almost an hour later, after making a quick stop to pick up tea bags. She was 
hoping Brian might want to stay for awhile, even though she was sure he'd leave as soon as she got back with 


his things. She'd forgotten that he didn't have his car. 


She opened the door and peeked around, but the flat was quiet save for Freddie the budgie happily ringing a 
plastic lantern off the bars of his cage. She went over. "Will you cut that out before you break it?" He, of 
course, ignored her. She sighed, put the bags down and went to check on Brian. He was snuggled up under the 
blankets, sound asleep. Slipping off her shoes so she wouldn't disturb him, she went over and carefully sat on 
the edge of the bed. The clouds outside had lowered significantly, and the room was dim. In the uncertain light, 
his skin looked even paler than usual, his hair and eyelashes even darker. She carefully brushed a stray curl 
out of his face, longing to kiss him but not daring. Guys like him didn't fall for girls like her; that was the rule. 
Whose rule, she didn't know, but it was obviously written somewhere, in stone. She sighed. Most of her 
fantasies weren't as explicit as the one at the bus stop. Mostly she dreamed about just being with him, 
hanging out, talking, listening to him play his guitar, going out at night somewhere with him so he could show 
her how to find some constellation other than Orion. F only he really wanted me around, she thought, sighing 
again. FF only someone did Lost in her gloomy thoughts, she went quietly back into the living room. Now she was 
the one getting a headache, the weather making her sinuses clog. She rummaged in the cabinet until she found 
the box of "non-drowsy" sinus tablets she'd just bought, took a couple, and sat down on the sofa to try and 
finish the book she'd been reading. 


~ Ke 


Brian awoke about three hours later, feeling much better for the nap. His hangover was gone, a pleasant 
surprise. He sat up, rubbing his eyes. It took him a moment to realize that the room was so dark because it 
had started raining, not because it was sunset. It was only about two in the afternoon. He listened, but the flat 
was quiet. Even the budgie. He frowned, concerned. He'd rather expected Maddy back by now. Hugging her 
oversized terrycloth robe around himself, he got up and went quietly to the front room. The lights were off 
and it took him a moment to find her. She was on the sofa, sound asleep, the book she'd dropped lying on the 
floor nearby. He went over and picked it up. The Two Towers He smiled. There was just enough room on the 
sofa for him to sit down next to her, his hip at her belly. She was curled up like a kitten, one hand under her 
cheek, the other curled into a loose fist and pressed against her lips. Her dark hair had mostly fallen over her 
face. He carefully pushed it aside, his fingers brushing gently across her soft cheek, and she stirred and 
whimpered softly, opening her eyes sleepily and looking around. 


"Brian?" She was too drowsy to remember that she hadn't thought he'd still be there when she woke up. 
Those sinus pills hadn't been as non-drowsy as the package claimed; they'd put her right under. 


"Are you all right?" He stroked her hair back. 


‘lm okay. | took a sinus tablet and it kind of knocked me out" She sat up, rubbing her eyes and wrecking what 
was left of her makeup, then yawned before she could catch herself, making a little squeaky noise like a kitten 


She looked at him, her dark eyes half-lidded and heavy. "l'm sorry." She was only about half-awake, dazed and 
disoriented from having slept so heavily in the wrong part of the day. Brian found himself wondering if she was 


like this in the mornings, too. 


"That's all right, love," he said, putting an arm around her and pulling her close. She didn't protest. After a 
moment she snuggled up a bit and nestled her head against his shoulder. He smiled and put his other arm 
around her, stroking her hair. She sighed and nestled closer, but abruptly opened her eyes wide, looking at him. 
"Brian? You're still --- ohmigod, l--- you didn't leave?" 


"No, of course not, love," he said She hadn't tried to pull away; she was still in his arms, her lips about five 
inches from his. Only five inches. This was the moment he'd been waiting for, he realized, ever since that day 
in August when she'd been so abruptly abandoned for that blue-eyed office floozy. He took a deep breath. 
"Maddy, love, there's something | have to tell you." 


She looked at him, eyes wide and almost fearful. "What?" 


"| just wanted to ---- | mean, | -- | --- oh, the heck with it." He gave up and kissed her, his mouth warm and 
very soft against hers. She was too startled to respond. He pushed her away just enough to look into her huge 
dark eyes, wondering how a girl this sweet and pretty could have been overlooked for so long. "Can't you see 


that | love you, pretty baby?" 


"You --- you whaf?l" She was so astounded that it was all she could blurt out. Immediately, she cringed, 
putting her hands over her face, expecting him to get mad at her. "Oh God, Brian, l'm sorry----" 


He couldn't keep from laughing. "You heard me, silly." He pulled her hands away from her face to kiss her again 
This time, she kissed him back, sending a delicious chill down his spine. 


‘| love you, too," she whispered when their lips parted. He hugged her tighter. She pressed against him, not at 
all sure that she wasn't about to wake up and find out this wasn't happening. She was sure she'd cry if she 
did. He hugged her tighter, burying his face in her hair. She closed her eyes, breathing in his scent, pressing 
her cheek against his shoulder. He had on her oversized terrycloth bathrobe and the material felt rough 
against her skin. She shivered a little. It had been so long since she'd been in someone's arms, much less 
someone who seemed to want to hold her. 


"Are you all right?" he said softly. 


She nodded, looking up at him. He kissed her nose, running his hands gently down her back. She was definitely 
plumper than he'd thought, but with curves that rivaled the Red Special's. A sudden wave of desire overtook 
him and he kissed her again, slipping his hands under her sweater. All at once, though, he backed off and looked 
at her. "Do you want me to stop, love?" 


"No, not unless you want to," she said. "But l-Im no good at this sort of thing.” She'd been a late bloomer, a 
virgin into her early 20s - in fact, her ex had been her first. 


"| don't want to," he said, kissing her eyelashes. "Maddy, darling, | love you. | also think you're incredibly 
gorgeous. And | want you so badly." He kissed her on the mouth again. "May |?" 


She smiled, finally losing a little of her timid reserve. "Please. But could we go to the bedroom? | think Freddie's 


watching us." She looked over at the budgie, who was indeed looking at them curiously. 

Brian chuckled. "Nosy little bugger, isn't he? Come on, love." He kissed her nose and pulled her to her feet. 

we 

He closed the bedroom door most of the way, then joined her on the unmade bed, taking her in his arms again 
and kissing her softly. He pushed her hair aside to nibble her ear, tracing his tongue delicately around the edge 
before gently sucking on her earlobe. She shivered. He nuzzled her, kissing her eyelashes, her face, her throat, 
before finally kissing her on the mouth again, this time gently flicking his tongue against her lips. She pressed 


closer, letting his tongue slide between them, quivering. She'd never liked french kissing - until now. 


"You're really shivering, love," he murmured when their lips finally parted. "Are you that nervous?" That was 
something else he hadn't seen in a while. Most of the girls he met nowadays were anything but. 


She blushed, looking down. "l--it's just that | love you so much and | want to get this right and---" 

"And you're not auditioning, love." He kissed her nose. "Just relax, okay, cutiepie?” 

She giggled a little, then softly kissed him back. "I'l try. Promise." 

He laughed and kissed her, then pulled her sweater off. She twisted around so he could unfasten her skirt and 
slide it off, too. She was wearing a black half slip underneath, with a pale pink bra. He pulled her close, nibbling 
little wet kisses along the nape of her neck while he caressed her, sliding one hand up her leg and finally getting 
a good look at her butterfly. 

"How long have you had this?" he said, stroking her leg. It was delicate and beautifully done. "It's exquisite, love." 
"A year or so," she admitted, looking shy. 

He kissed her, then looked at her with a mischievous smile. "So you do have a naughty side, love?" 

"No, | mean, I----" She looked at him, not knowing what to say. "Brian, |---" 

"Maddy, shh, you're perfect, absolutely perfect," he murmured, as he finished undressing her. Her skin was 
soft and felt almost superheated He nuzzled her, caressing her softly, his fingers playing over her nipples, 


then sliding down to tease them with his tongue, licking and nibbling until it almost hurt before finally taking 
one in his mouth. Maddy was whimpering by then, almost out of her head. "Brian, oh God, that feels so good-- 


-" She buried her face in his hair, feeling the terrycloth of the robe he'd borrowed rough against her skin 
After several more minutes of ecstatic torment, he kissed her on the mouth again, then quickly slipped out of 
her borrowed robe and took her back in his arms. She nuzzled his chest, tasting the delicate skin as he moaned 
softly. Feeling a little more confident, she softly stroked one of his nipples, then bent to lick it, her hair falling 


forward ticklishly. He moaned encouragingly, running his hands over her body as she caressed him. 
"Do guys like that, too?" she said softly, looking up a little. 


"I do. | don't know about anyone else---" he said unsteadily. She stroked her fingers softly along the length of 
his cock, her nails a delicious torture, but he stopped her when she started to take it in her mouth. "Don't, 
love. Not this time. I'll probably lose it and | don't want to yet. | want to wait ‘til I'm inside you--" As he spoke, 
his fingers traced circles across her buttocks, then slid slowly between her thighs. She couldn't keep from 
shivering as he stroked between, finding her clit and rubbing it gently, but firmly, making her cry out. She 
twisted around to kiss him on the mouth again, clinging to him. "Brian, oh God---what do you want me to do-- 


"Just tell me if you don't like something," he whispered, rolling her over on her back, kissing and licking his way 
down her body, running his hands down the soft curve of her belly and along her thighs. She was whimpering, 
alternately begging him to stop and pleading with him never to. When he finally slid between her legs and took a 
long, slow lick, she let out a helpless cry, clutching at his shoulders almost hard enough for her nails to break 
his skin He let out a chuckle and kept licking her, teasing her almost to the verge of orgasm several times. 
Finally, he backed off for a moment, not sure how much more either of them could take, and she grabbed him, 
kissing him hard on the mouth. "Brian, oh God, | can't take anymore---" she said breathlessly, trembling, 
flushed with desire. "Do something, | can't take it, | want you so bad---" 


He pushed her down on the bed, biting a spot between her neck and shoulder and nearly breaking the skin, 
desire making him almost savage. It sent a tremendous shock through her body and she cried out, nearly 
climaxing as he slipped into her. He moved against her, rocking more than thrusting, and she quickly found his 
rhythm, their bodies melting into each other the way he'd imagined, her dark curls tickling his skin as she 
turned her head to kiss him, wrapping her legs around him to pull him closer. He fluttered kisses all over her 
face and throat and she clung tighter, whimpering his name and sounding almost frightened. 


"Maddy, darling, it's all right now, its all right---" he murmured. 

"That isn't the word for it," she whimpered. "There isn't a word for it. Oh God, Brian, don't stop---" 

"Maddy!" he whispered urgently. "Look at me, love." 

She did. His eyes were half-unfocused with desire, his hair falling over his face, his skin flushed and slick with 
sweat, lips parted --- she'd never seen him look so good --- she thought dazedly that she must have been 
an awful mess by then, but she was about to climax and she couldn't get the thought together before she 


came with a sort of inhalatory scream, arching her back and digging her nails into his shoulders as the spasms 


shuddered though her. He came a moment later, crying out and clutching at her, the diminishing shudders of 


her orgasm prolonging his own He lay there half on top of her as the spasms slowly subsided, fighting for 
breath, shuddering with each hitching inhalation. Maddy had recovered enough by then to hold him and rub his 
back, soothingly, while he calmed. 


He finally came to his senses enough to roll off of her, still breathing hard. She pressed close, twining her 
arms around him and they just lay there for awhile, blissfully deblitated. Brian finally roused himself enough to 
kiss her. "Are you all right, pretty baby?" 

"To put it mildly," she sighed, stretching like a plump little cat and twining back around him. He held her close, 
tracing his fingers up and down her back almost as if he were playing his guitar. She raised her head to kiss 


him. "I'd say something profound and get it over with if | could think of anything." 


He chuckled. "This isn't a porno flick, love." She was beautiful, he thought, her hair damp with sweat and 


disheveled, her eyeliner smudged smokily around her dark eyes. 

She tucked her head under his chin, basking in the warmth of his body, the smell of her perfume mixed with 
the scent of his skin. "I never thought this would really happen, you know." 

"What would really happen?" He stroked her hair, nuzzling gently into it. 


"This. Us. Right now. Oh Brian, I've been so crazy about you for so long," she said, aware that she probably 
shouldn't have been blurting all this out. 


He kissed the top of her head. "Was it anything like you imagined?" 


"No, it was better, oh God, a thousand times better," she said, snuggling closer. "You even hold me like you Ake 
holding me." Her ex hadn't been much on snuggling, before or afterwards. 


"I do like holding you," he said softly. "You're so warm and soft. Besides, love, some of us blokes actually like to 


snuggle." 

She looked at him. "You're too good to be true. Pinch me, | must be dreaming.” 

He obligingly pinched her on the rear and she let out a yelp. "Brian!" 

"You asked" he said, feigning innocence. She kissed him on the mouth and tweaked one of his nipples at the 
same time. He let out something between a yelp and a growl and kissed her back, hard. She pulled him closer. 
He started to kiss her shoulder, but cringed when he saw the darkening red bruise from his over-eager love 
bite. 

"I think | hurt you, love," he said sheepishly, kissing it softly. 


"That's okay, | can cover it," she said. "If | want to, anyway." 


If you want to?" He looked at her. 


"Well, Vikki's always coming in with bite marks all over her neck. Personally, | think she's faking them with 
lipstick," she said with a giggle. "At least that one's real." She looked at him slyly. "You don't have to stop at 


just the one, you know." 


"Since when did you get to be so naughty?" he said with a laugh, kissing her. "You're the cutest thing, Maddy. | 


love you so much." 
She returned the kiss. "I love you, too." 
we 


"Hey Maddy, when is Gretchen coming back?" Holly said, coming in the next morning. She was the third of the 
three secretaries in the office. An elegant mid-twentyish blonde (around Maddy's age), she was dressed in a 
beige skirt and smart brown twinset, her hair neatly but casually bunned up with a hairpin sticking smartly 


out. 


"Next Thursday," Maddy replied, looking around from the new drip coffeemaker Jim had bought and, in typical 
male fashion, accidently thrown away the instuctions for. The instructions on the coffee can said "one scoop 
per cup," which would have been nice had a scoop been included. She had on a long slim dark-gray skirt that 
came to just above her ankles and a fuzzy-soft black angora, silk and cashmere sweater with a pink climbing 
rose embroidered across the front. Brian had told her it was his favorite out of all her sweaters. He had spent 
the night with her, then gotten up with her and driven her to work. He was going to borrow her car to drive 
home, then come back and pick her up after work. He'd even kissed her goodbye when he dropped her off and 


told her he was going to miss her. Her ex had never done that. 
"Oh, that's right. Hey, how did Brian make out? | heard about Roger's little joke," Holly said. 


"He was all right after he got over nearly having hypothermia," Maddy said She crouched down to look in one 
of the cabinets, trying not to wince. Brian was a very gentle but very thorough lover - she'd wound up pulling 


several muscles she hadn't even known existed, 


"Brian's a sweetheart," Holly said. "I can't believe that Roger." As she spoke, Vikki came through the door, 
wobbling in black patent leather stilettos. She was wearing a tight white sweater and a skirt that Maddy 


wondered how anyone could sit down in without risking indecent exposure. 


"Hi everyone!" she cooed, then yawned. "Oh, like I'm so tired. My man just wouldn't let up last night. | don't know 
where he got his staying power, but like wow! Like when he gets it up he just won't let it down!" She giggled. 


Holly rolled her eyes and whispered to Maddy, "You're listening to radio station WIM, waaaay too much 


information on your AM diall" 


Maddy laughed softly as Jim came in, holding the door open for the same delivery person as yesterday. He had 


a vase of pink roses this time. 

‘Ooooh, like for me?!" Vikki squealed. 

"Yeah," he said, then said, "Hold on, there's one more." He went back out, Maddy holding the door for him as he 
returned with a lovely basket containing several African violets in varying hues of pink and lavendar, along with 
several other leafy plants and some flowers stuck in for good measure. He looked at her and smiled. "You've 
got to be Maddy." 

"Yeah, uh, that's me." She looked a bit surprised 


"Your gentleman friend described you quite well," he said. "This one's yours." 


"Really?" She was astounded, to say the least. "Oh my God" She tipped him a ten-pound note because it was 
the smallest bill she had and carried the basket back to her desk. 


"Lucky lady. | don't have my husband trained well enough," Holly wisecracked. She came over to look. "That is 
lovely. Who's it from?" 


Maddy had finally found the card amid all the foliage and opened it. It was, of course, in Brian's handwriting. 
ust to let you know Im thinking of you, love, and | miss you already. HI see you at four-thirty. All my love, Brian. 


‘Oh my God," she said again, softly, suddenly feeling like she might be about to cry. "Ohmigod, he's too much. 


He's so sweet. | don't believe it---" 


Holly looked over to make sure Vikki was on the phone. "Is that from Brian May?" she whispered. She knew it 


was; she recognized the handwriting. 


Maddy nodded. Holly smiled and elbowed her gently. "All right, girl. Way to go. It's about time you found a nice 


one.’ 


"Oh my God---" Maddy said again. As she spoke, the phone rang on her line. She picked up. "Beach and 
Lockwood, Maddy Baker speaking.” 


"Its me, love." It was Brian, of course. 


"Brian?! Ohmigod, you're so sweet, thank you so much --- | can't believe you, they're so pretty!" She knew she 


probably sounded like an idiot, but she didn't care. 


He laughed. "I'm glad you like them, love. It seems like the least | could do. | am planning on spoiling you rotten, 


though. Just a warning.” 


"You're too much," she giggled. "And you're making me sound like you-know-who over there.’ 

"Naaah, never. You've got a southern accent and she doesn't," he replied. Maddy and Vikki were both from 
America, but Maddy had (according to Freddie, anyway) a southern accent and Vikki's was --- well, they 
weren't sure. "Listen, I'll let you go for now, pretty baby, but I'll see you at four-thirty?" 


"Yeah," she said, "I--I love you, Brian" She hesitated a bit, nervous about seeming too clingy. But she did love 
him. 


The affection in his voice was unmistakable, "| love you too, pretty girl." 
we 


After Brian hung up, Freddie (Mercury, not the bird) gave him a languid smile. "About time, darling. We were 
starting to think you'd never ask her out" They were in the studio waiting for Roger and John 


Brian looked at him. "Well, it took you five years to get together with Tianna 


“That's different, darling," Freddie replied He smiled. "Maddy's a perfectly lovely girl, dear, and | think she'll be 
quite good for you. By the way, do you still want me to go shopping with you later?" 


"Please," Brian said. "Freddie, | want to get this right" 

ww 

Brian actually showed up at at Jim's office about ten after four. Maddy wasn't at her desk. 
"She's in the break room with the coffee maker," Holly said to him with a smile. 


"Oh, okay," he said, looking surprised. Coffee maker? As he had discovered that morning, Maddy made the 
world's absolute worst coffee. Smiling, he went to look for her. He found Maddy rinsing out the coffee pot. 


‘Im early, love," he admitted, kissing her cheek. 
‘Oh, Brian---" She put the coffeepot down and found a napkin to wipe her hands dry on 
"By the way, | talked to Jim earlier," he said. "He knows about you and me. He's all right with it.” He shrugged. "| 


didn't want to get you in trouble, love." 


"You're too much." Since they were alone, she leaned against him for a hug. He willingly obliged, kissing her 
softly on the mouth. "Thanks again for the flowers. You're so sweet" 


"It was the very least | could do. Oh, Maddy, | missed you so much today," he said, pushing her hair back. She'd 


been a little bit nervous about this moment, hoping he wouldn't have changed his mind. She needen't have 


worried. There was no doubt about the absolute adoration in his eyes. "Come on, love, let's get you out of 


here." 


They walked back out just as Vikki came giggling back from the ladies room, freshly perfumed and painted. "Is 
he like here yet?" she said, giggling. 


"Darryl? Not that | know of," Maddy said, looking in her desk and finding her purse. She started to rummage 
through the drawer, then remembered that she didn't have her car keys. As she locked the last drawer, the 
door opened onto a short, vaugely Woody Allen-ish sort of man, about Brian's age, more or less. He was 
wearing a baseball cap, rumpled leather jacket, jeans and trainers. "Ready to go, my little star?" he said to Vikki, 


then looked at the others. "Oh, hello there.” 


"Everyone, this is my man, Darryl Bell. THE Darryl Belll" Vikki cooed, hanging extravagantly on his arm. "He's like 


going to be the next big time movie director in the world!" 


"Cinema Auetur, my little moneymaker, not---" Darryl cringed. "Movie director. That's so -- pedestrian. 
Suburban, if you know what | mean. The common folk, the ones who fancy that guitar pap on the radio is 
music.’ He shot a rather pointed look at Brian, who didn't take the bait. He merely fetched Maddy's coat. 


"Ready, love?" 


‘Of course," Maddy replied. As she spoke, she pulled her long dark curls up off her neck as though she were 
gathering them for a ponytail, then released them with a shake of her head. The gesture revealed the 
reddish-blackish-blue bruise left from Brian's over-passionate love bite. Vikki did a double-take, eyes wide, then 
looked from Maddy to Brian to Darryl and back again. Brian, again, didn't remark on it - he merely helped 
Maddy into her coat, then followed her around Vikki and her ex, reaching around her to open the door, 
automatically putting his other hand against the small of her back. 


"Have a nice weekend, everyone!" he called back cheerfully as they vanished out the door. 


Part 2 


Let Your Heart Rule Your Head - Part 2 


For this part you have to really use your imagination. That there's a fifth member of the band, an American 
named Tianna (short for Tatiana, althought they also call her "Tgi" - rhymes with fiji) Formerly Tianna Deveraux- 
Gordon, she's been Tianna Bulsara, aka Mercury since November 1775. Tianna is a legendary redhead with a 
legandary figure and legandary sense of style - usually, anyway... 


Maddy Baker was standing on tiptoes, trying to read the tabs on a row of file folders. It didn't help that the 
top of the drawer was level with her forehead. Jim Beach desperately needed to get one office chair that 
didn't have wheels or get rid of these seven-foot cabinets. Maddy was just barely five feet tall. She gave up 
after a moment and closed the drawer, leaning back against the cabinet and looking over at the African violets 
blooming in a basket on her desk. On the other side was a cermaic Snoopy planter with ivy growing out of a 
red heart held by the little beagle. Tied to his paw was a huge mylar balloon that said "Be My Valentine" on it. 
The violets had been sent to her several weeks ago by the man she now supposed she could safely say was 
her boyfriend. The ivy planter had arrived this morning. She smiled His name was Brian May and he played 
guitar in a band called Queen, and he said he'd been in love with her since they'd met eight months ago, but 
just hadn't had the nerve to ask her out..... 


~ Kew 


"Well, you were with that other bloke at the time, love, and | thought it was serious," he'd said. That had been 
late Friday night - actually, early Saturday morning at that point, right after they'd finally gotten together. 
They'd gone to dinner at a place she'd never imagined she'd see the inside of, then to a club where he'd 
introduced her to some of his friends. She'd never imagined she'd meet lan Hunter or David Bowie, either, much 


less imagined that they'd like her. Now they were back at her flat, snuggled together in bed. 


"So did |," she admitted. He was lying on his back with his arm around her and she was curled against him, her 
head on his shoulder, her long dark curls intertwining with his. He was gently tracing his fingers up and down 


her spine. 


"What happened with him, exactly? | know he's with that Vikki now---" Brian said, looking at her. He had just 
met Maddy's rather pretentious ex for the first time that day, and hadn't been impressed. 


"It wasn't quite what everyone thinks," Maddy said, stretching up to kiss him. He hugged her tighter. She 
snuggled closer. "He came by the office one night to pick me up- the only time he ever did - and of course, 
Vikki was there. | think he started calling her on her direct line or something. She was always on the phone 
with some guy, so nobody thought anything. Then, about three weeks later, he dumped me cold and started in 
with her. She didn't make the first move, but she didn't exactly turn him down, either. Its funny that he's so 


warm with her, sending her flowers and picking her up all the time and everything, because he was never like 
that with me. He refused to even hold hands. | thought he'd warm up as the relationship progressed, but he 

didn't. If anything, he backed off even more." She looked away. "I know it was weird, Bri, but | kept hoping he'd 

change if | just played my part. | didn't want to be alone. Never mind that a lot of the time | was." 


He hugged her closer. "Poor baby. You're a sweet lady and he's a bounder who never realized how lucky he 


was." He rolled over to face her and touched her nose. "I, for one, do not intend to ever let you get away.” 


"Like I'd want to," she said, snuggling up and tucking her head under his chin. God, he was so good-looking. Slim 
but nicely built and just over a foot taller than she was, which made her feel completely safe and warm and 
protected when he held her. He was also a very gentle lover - for the most part, anyway, she thought with a 
little smile, remembering the bruise she had on her shoulder from an overly-passionate love bite. That had 
happened the other night. Tonight he hadn't been so anxious. He'd taken his sweet time; leaving not an inch of 
her body unexplored by his hands or lips. By the time he'd taken her she'd been a quivering wreck, unable to 
even think, not even knowing or caring where she was anymore as long as she was in his arms. She wasn't 
sure she was going to be able to move in the morning, but it was well worth it, she thought, feeling herself 


drifting into sleep as she nestled closer... 
~~ 


Her reverie was interrupted by the office door opening. The aforementioned Vikki Barrett came giggling in, 
freshly reperfumed and painted and powdered, carrying a Body Shop bag. Maddy sneezed several times. 


"Vikki, ease up on that stuff before they reclassify vanilla as a biological weapon," she said, finding a tissue and 
blowing her nose. She no longer felt any animosity toward the blonde receptionist - why should she? 


Sometimes things had a way of working themselves out. 


Its for my man. He's like picking me up tonight,” Vikki like explained "You see, tonight is like not only Valentine's 
Night, it's like the six-month anniversary of the night we first consummerated our love, so it's got to be like 

extra special!" She giggled. Maddy decided not to point out that it was consummated, not comsummerated. She 
was a bit surprised that Vikki knew the definition either way. 


"But why the vanilla?" Maday said. 


"Cause | like read in Cosmo that men are like really turned on by vanilla. It like sublimateably ingites their like 
pleasure centers and all," the other girl explained, more or less. Maddy made a mental note to ask Brian about 
that. "So anyway, | like had to get ready, so | went at lunch and had my legs like waxed all over, then | like had 
my bikini like waxed into the shape of a heart cause it's like so sexy and all, then | went and had like a body 


facial---" 


"A what?" Maddy interrupted, thinking that "body facial’ was the best oxymoron she'd heard since "self- 


service." Never mind the bikini part. That had been more information than she'd really needed. 


"A body facial," Vikki repeated. "It's really wild. First you like take off all your clothes and lay on this table and 
they rub you all over with special Dead Sea Salt and special herbal oils that like takes all the old skin off your 
body and makes you all smooth and all. Then they put this special mix of Italian seashore mud and special 
herbal salts and minerals all over you and wrap you all up in special Dead Sea seaweed and that like sucks all 
the toxins and stuff that make you fat out of your body, so you're like all smooth and firm and tight and 
sexy. Then | like went and bought like all new bath stuff and all. See?" She started unloading products. "Look, 
vanilla soap, vanilla shower gel, vanilla after bath splash, vanilla perfume, vanilla lotion, vanilla cream, vanilla 
salts, vanilla massage oil---" more giggles. "So like we're going to have us a cuddling night! So like what do you 


use? French wax, green wax or honey almond wax? | like honey almond." 
"For what?" Maddy was lost. 
"For like your legs and all," Vikki replied. 


"I don't. Vikki, the only thing | ever wax is my car, sometimes." Not as often as she should have, either. Her 


Mini was not in the best of shape. 
Vikki looked bewildered. "But then like how do you get all smooth and sexy?" 


Brian's razor," she replied, deadpan. It was usually the other way around. Brian constantly borrowed her razor 


because he invariably forgot to bring his when he stayed over. 


"Eeeyw, but then you have like stubble and all. When you wax you're like all smooth and sexy for weeks," Vikki 


said. Luckily the main phone rang and spared Maddy any more of the conversation 

we 

Later, at home, she was just putting Harvey's food bowl back in his cage when her buzzer sounded. It was 
Brian, of course, dressed in black pants, black jacket, red vest, white shirt - and white clogs. She had to smile. 
Brian's slightly uncertain taste in clothes was one of the things she found especially endearing about him. 
"Wow!" He let out a little whistle, holding her by the shoulders to appraise her. "You look good, love. Really 
good." She was wearing a dark red dress with a matching bolero jacket. It was quite fitted and somewhat lower 
cut than she normally would have worn. 

He kissed her softly on the mouth, than handed her a small package. "Happy Valentine's Day, love." 


"Oh, Brian---" She blushed, then retrieved a little box from next to Harvey's cage. "I got you something, too." 


"Really?" He was obviously surprised - and touched. "You didn't have to, love, but thank you so much." He 
kissed her again 


She giggled. "You didn't even open it yet." 


He looked at her slyly. "This wouldn't have anything to do with gold sequins, would it?" 

"In that small of a box? | think not,” she said. "Besides, you've already got one of those." 

He chuckled, sitting down on the sofa. "Handcuffs?" 

"Well, you're getting warmer, sort of," she said, sitting down on the sofa next to him. 

"Oh dear," he said, opening it. It turned out to be a very nice watch. 

"You said yours stopped working after you dropped it," she said, a bit hesitantly. What he hadn't told her was 
that he'd dropped it in a toilet at the studio, and had had no intention of fishing it out. "This one's supposed to 
be shockproof." 

He hugged her tight. "Thank you so much, Maddy, it's perfect. | hope you didn't spend too much on it" He'd 
never asked her about her finances, but he knew she was hardly wealthy. Actually, they'd never talked money 
at all, come to think of it. Thanks to her boss, he was finally making some - a lot, actually. Enough to support 
both of them when---wait. He suddenly realized he'd been assuming they were going to get married some day. 
"If | did, it was for a good cause," she replied, kissing him. "I'm glad you like it" 


He kissed her back, then said. "I hope you like yours.” 


"Hers" was a red crystal heart on a gold chain with red crystals interspersed and matching earrings. He'd 


noticed that she always wore earrings to match her necklaces. 


"Brian, ohmigod, it's gorgeous--" she exclaimed, hugging him tight and kissing him. "Thank you." She pressed 
close against him. "Sometimes | think you're too perfect to be real." 


"Darling, 'm anything but perfect," he murmured into her hair. "| just try my best! 

She looked up at him. "I love you! 

He kissed her softly. "Ard I love you, pretty baby" 
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"What the heck is this?" she was saying, pointing to a brown blur across the lower right corner of a 


photograph. It was about forty-five minutes later and they were at a new resturant called Venzia. Brian had 


never been there but Tianna and Freddie gave it high ratings. And Tianna knew food. 


He looked. "Deaky's hair, | think" They were sitting together in a U-shaped booth, finishing off the breadsticks 
while they waited for their order. Brian was showing her some photos from the band's recent trip to Japan. 
"That was a weird trip. It was like Beatlemania. Nothing but screaming fans. | had no idea" He shook his head, 


smiling bernusedly. 

She looked at him with a smile. "It'll be like that soon here, too." 

He kissed her nose. "And what l'll have to cough up to keep you from telling them what I'm really like, eh?" 

She giggled. "Yeah, right." Adopting a news-anchor tone, she said. "In her recent tell-all expose, Maddy Baker 
revealed that Queen guitarist Brian May looks, quote "amazing" in gold sequins. When asked how she had come 
about this knowledge, the twenty-seven year old secretary would only smile and reply, quote, "and wouldn't you 


like to know." 


He laughed but blushed slightly, then looked at her. "You're twenty-seven? When | first saw you | thought you 


were about nineteen" He wasn't just being polite. He really had 
She looked shyly pleased. "I'm not old enough yet to start lying about my age." 


Just as their chicken marsala and stuffed eggplant arrived, Brian chanced to look toward the door. "Oh my God, 
Maddy, look----" 


She looked. It was her ex-boyfriend, Darryl, but he wasn't with Vikki. He was with another blonde that Brian 


had never seen before. Maddy, on the other hand, was stunned. 
"My God," she whispered, looking at Brian. “That's Naomi Carlton!" 
"Naomi who?" He glanced at the blonde again, then looked at her. 


"The model. She was just on the cover of Vogue," Cosmo, too, but Maddy didn't read that one. "Man, what is 
she doing with him?" 


Brian shook his head. "Maddy, love, | think Vikki did you a huge favor. Although I'm not sure how much better 
you did in the end" He looked at her sheepishly. 


"Silly," Maddy said, kissing him softly on the mouth. He smiled, putting his hand on her face and gazing at her in 
utter adoration. She blushed slightly, looking down, and said. "You're going to let your eggplant get cold." 


"You are so practical," he said with a laugh, kissing her back. She winked and nicked a forkful from his plate. 
"This is not too bad," she said. "Poor Vikki. She bought all that vanilla stuff, too.” 


"Vanilla?" He looked at her. 


She nodded, taking a sip from her wine glass. "She read in Cosmo that men are supposedly attracted to 
anything vanilla-scented, so she went out and bought, oh God, vanilla perfume and lotion and bath soap and 


bubble bath and---" 
He looked at her slyly. "The bubble bath sounds interesting, love." 
"Oh really?" She suddenly found herself planning a quick run to the Body Shop. "But does it have to be vanilla?" 


"lIl leave that up to you," he said, taking another bite of eggplant. She wondered if the Body Shop had anything 


in lilac. 
~~ 


The resturant was near the river, so after they left they walked down to look at the lights. It was quarter 
past nine, according to Big Ben. 


"How did the clock get its name?" Maddy said. 
"I have no idea, love," he admitted. He looked at her. "When did you come to England?" 


She looked down at the water. 'I followed my ex here. He thought it would be easier to get his foot in the door 
of the London film industry. He was wrong. | took the job in Jim's office to support us, and that was how he 
met Vikki. Now he's living off of her. | didn't have anything in particular to go back to, and | kind of like it here, 
so | stayed" She shrugged. "I'm afraid there's nothing all that interesting about me, Brian. Although you've 
probably figured that much out already." 


"I think you're fascinating," he said, honestly. "Were you a secretary back in the States?" 


She shook her head. "I worked at IBM making computer chips for about a year, then | got laid off. | found 
another job at a little weekly newspaper, but that didn't work out at all. He fired me before | could leave, and | 
wound up a receptionist at the IBM plant I'd been working at before. That was fun. | did that for just over a 
year, then Darryl suddenly decided he was going to England and | --- well, | followed him. | thought he was the 
guy | was going to end up marrying. | was wrong, of course. But he was the closest thing to a boyfriend I'd had 
up until then" She sighed. "Once upon a time | was going to be a best-selling author and the first journalist in 
space. How's that for dumb?" 


"No dumber than me almost getting my doctorate, then leaving school because of the band," he said. 
"Yeah, but you're intelligent and talented and all that and me, well----" She looked away, her voice suddenly 


catching, then trailing off to a forlorn whisper at the end. "I'm nobody. Nothing. | don't even know what you see 


in me---" 


"Oh Maddy---" He pulled her into his arms. "Darling, | wish you could just see youself the way you really are. 
And don't say that you already do." He kissed her softly. "I love you so much. You make me very happy. And 


you also make horrible coffee." 


"| don't even drink it," she admitted, laughing despite herself. She looked at him, her dark eyes soft, then kissed 
him back. "And | love you, too." 


~ Kew 


Back at her place, fixed himself a drink, then waited until she had vanished into the bathroom and quickly 
compared several rings in her jewelry box to the one she always wore on her left hand. Finding one that was 
the same size he stashed it in the pocket of his black jacket, hoping she wouldn't miss it. He was sitting cross- 
legged on the bed when she came back in, looking at one of her magazines. He'd kicked off his clogs. 


"Nice socks," she said, smiling. She hadn't noticed he was wearing white socks with red hearts. "Do you have 
boxer shorts to match?" 


"Um, actually, no," he said, smiling at her, then holding up the magazine. "Fashionista or Fashion Victim? What's 
that supposed to mean?" 


"It means that if you need the fashionistas to tell you whether or not you're a fashion victim, you already 
are," she replied with a laugh, sitting down next to him. "I think my entire wardrobe is on their "so five 


minutes ago" list." 
He kissed her nose. "What's wrong with five minutes ago?" 
She pointed at a picture. "That's Naomi." 


He looked at the photo. It showed the blonde prowling haughtily down a runway in a tiny leopard-print silk 
velvet dress - a steal at only 8000 pounds! - at the Calvin Klein show. 


"That's the picture Tianna was making fun of," he realized, then looked at her. "You haven't met her yet, have 


you?" 


Maddy shook her head. The thought of meeting Tianna Mercury had always rather intimidated her. Tianna was 
Freddie's wife of just over a year, an elegant, curvaceous, kittenish redhead with a mass of russet curls down 
past her waist, and a quirkily elegant sense of style. 


"Tigi's a sweetheart, love. You'll like her,” he said. "She's kind of direct, though." 
| know that," Maddy said with a laugh, remembering the hapless journalist from NME who had asked how 


Freddie managed to hit some of the notes he did. Tianna had interrupted with a nonchalent "Easy. | squeeze his 
balls." The remark had made the normally implacable John Deacon snort tea out of his nose. 


Brian tossed the magazine aside and took her in his arms. "Forget about that, love. Come here." He kissed her 
softly, unzipping her dress. She closed her eyes with a sigh, then looked at him and said, "Let me turn the 


covers down first, okay?" 


"Oh yeah, right," he said sheepishly, getting up so she could do just that. He closed the door about halfway, 
then switched off the light. Slipping out of his clothes, he rejoined her on the bed. She put her arms around 
him and kissed him. 


"I've been thinking about you all day, love," he whispered, nuzzling her. Her skin was so warm and soft. He ran 


his hands slowly down her back, simply enjoying the feel of her body against his. 
"Me or this?" she murmured, not minding either way. 


"Both," he replied. She kissed him, pushing him over on his back, then reaching for the glass he'd set on the 
night table. It had five or six ice cubes in it. Thoughtfully, she fished one out, glancing at him as she did. 


"What are you doing?" he said, his eyes wide in the semidarkness. 


"Shush." She pressed a finger to his lips, then softly traced the ice cube along them. He quivered, then 
whimpered softly as she bent over, dropping the cube back in the glass for the time being, and gently licked 
the water droplets from his lips, enticing him into a long, deeply passionate kiss. As she did, she trailed the her 
right hand down his chest to his nipple. Her fingers were freezing cold from the ice cube and he shuddered, 
tightening his hold on her, wanting her to stop and not wanting her to, all at once. Smiling at his reaction, she 
fetched another ice cube, trailing it along the line of his jaw. He quivered, letting his head drop back in willing 
submission as she traced it down his throat, following the path of the cube with her tongue. Brian moaned 


softly, his breathing ragged, as he clutched at her. "Oh God, Maddy, wh-where did you learn this one?" 


She looked up. "I'm making it up as | go along," she said, not wanting to admit that she had learned a couple of 
moves from Cosmo herself. 


"Oh God, I'm in trouble---" he whimpered. She laughed, running the rapidly melting cube up and down his 
sternum, then flicking it against one of his nipples, making him gasp, then cry out when she followed with her 
tongue, the contrast between cold and heat nearly too much for him to take. She reached down to stroke the 
shaft of his rock-hard cock and he nearly screamed. Her hands were cold from the ice cube, but the cold was 


having the opposite effect that it should have been, nearly sending him over the edge instead. 
"You're torturing me--" he moaned, not wanting her to stop. "Oh God, you're enjoying this, aren't you?" 
"As a matter of fact, | am," she said with a giggle, sliding down to take him in her mouth. He cried out, unable 


to even think. She knew him well enough by then to know when he was about to climax, she teased him almost 


to the verge before backing off, making him groan. "Maddy----- 


She twined around him, "I'm yours now, Bri. Whatever you want" 


He kissed her, hard, then proceeded to kiss her all over, turning her into a quivering wreck before he finally 
took her, making her nearly scream despite herself when she climaxed. Afterwards, they lay curled together 


like kittens, too blissfully exhausted to speak as they drifted off to sleep in each others’ arms. 
we 


He dropped her off at work the next morning, kissing her goodbye in the door to the office. She waved as he 
started down the hall. He suddenly stopped and looked around. "Hey, love, do you think | should pick up a bag of 


ice?" 
"Up to you," she replied, managing to sound completely nonchalent. 


He considered it. "I'd probably better. See you this afternoon, love." He blew her a kiss as he headed for the 


stairs. 
She went on inside. Vikki was sitting at her desk, legs crossed, happily spraying on vanilla perfume. 


"Vikki, take it easy with that stuff, will you? It carries," she said, fanning her hand in front of her face and 
hoping the smell wasn't picking up in her coat. Brian wasn't a cologne type, but he used some kind of 
aftershave sometimes that her wool coat seemed to absorb. She could smell it now, as a matter of fact, and 
she suspected it was Inca Spice. Sheesh. She wasn't much on making people over, but she was going to have to 


fix that. She made a mental note to look into aftershaves that didn't clash with Jontue. 


"Maddy, this stuff like works!" Vikki exclaimed. "My man was running really late last night cause he had like a 
big important business meeting and all - did | tell you he's like gonna put me in one of his like cinema things 
and all and like make me a star - and like when he got to my place | was waiting like nude in bed and all -" she 
giggled "- and like he couldn't get it up cause he was like so tired and all, but like then the vanilla worked and 
he like got it up and kept it up like all night long and now l'm like sooo0000 wicked sore like down there and all 


but like it was so worth it!" She giggled. 
"That's nice," Maddy said blandly, realizing that things might be about to get incredibly complicated As she 
spoke, the door opened and Roger Taylor came in, accompanied by none other than the infamous Mrs. Mercury 


herself, Tianna. 


"Yikes!" Roger exclaimed, sneezing several times as the wave of vanilla hit him. "Damn it smells like a French--- 


" He caught himself before he finshed the sentance. 
"Brothel?" Tianna offered. "One upstairs from a bakery, nontheless." 


"Tianna, this stuff like really works! It's like vanilla!" Vikki bubbled. 


"Good way of putting it," Tianna deadpanned, but Vikki went on anyway, oblivious. "My man was running really 
late last night cause he had like a big important business meeting and all - did | tell you he's like gonna put me 
in one of his like cinema things and all and like make me a star - and like when he got to my place | was 
waiting like totally nude in bed and all -" she giggled "- and like he couldn't get it up couse he was like so tired 
and all, but like then the vanilla worked and he like got it up and kept it up like all night long and now l'm like 


0000000 wicked sore like down there and all but like it was so worth it!" She giggled. 


"That's nice," Tianna said, then looked around at Maddy, who had retreated to her desk. "You must be Maddy, 
she said with a smile, going over. "lm Tianna. Brian has told us all about you." She gave Roger a scolding look 
"By the way, | seriously considered taking a nice wooden hairbrush to this one's little backside over that 


incident. That was very naughty of you, Roger.” 
"It did work out for the best, though," he pointed out. "Just ask Maddy." 


"I just met the lady. l'm not going to go asking her impertinent questions," Tianna replied. She had a noticeable 


Southern drawl, stronger than Maddy's own. "Who do you think | am, you?" 


Maddy laughed, feeling more comfortable with her already. As she did, the phone rang and Vikki scoopd it up. 
"Hello? Ooooh, hi, Mr. Cuddles! Like how's Mr. Bigbear doing? Is he like hibernating after all the hard work he did 
last night?" She let out a screechy giggling squeal. 

Tianna rolled her eyes and looked at Maddy. "And golden boy over there was giving me heck because | call 
Freddie "pumpkin." 


Somehow, "pumpkin" was one endearment Maddy would never have imagined applying to Freddie Mercury. And 


she didn't want to know who - or what - Mr. Bigbear was. 
we 


Several uneventful weeks passed, February finally melting into mid-March. One misty early afternoon at the 
studio, Freddie was leaning his chin on his hands frowning at the mixing board. Tianna was on the phone trying 


to help Jacky with the fan club's new computer. 


‘Okay, great. Now hit ALT-TAB. That should bring up the the Task Manager. Good. Now hit P, that will take you 
the the Program Manag---no. The key---no, not there, Jacky. P, on the keyboard ---- hold on a sec." She 
looked at the now hysterically giggling Freddie. "What's so funny?" 


He couldn't reply. She sighed and swatted him with a handful of papers, then continued helping Jacky put the 
icon on the screen that Windows 3] had neglected to. Just as Freddie was finally composing himself, Brian came 
in. 


"Good morning, darling!" Freddie looked around. 


Tianna was just putting the phone down. "Hey curly." 


"Speak for yourself," Brian said with a chuckle. 

"They finally found what the problem was with the mens’ loo," Freddie said. 
“Someone flushed a watch," Tianna put in. 

Brian hoped he hadn't just blushed. "Oh dear." 


"How could anyone have not noticed they lost it?" Freddie said, getting up and going over to the piano, taking 
several of the sheets Tianna had swatted him with along. 


Tianna looked around at him. "More like who in their right mind was going to reach in after it?" 
"What are you working on?" Brian decided on a change of subject. 

"What we were last night. | think we've got something going here," she said. 

"Let's change the name, okay?" He looked uncomfortable. 

"Why? | think "Tie Your Mother Down" is hysterical," she said. 

"Besides, it brings back wonderful memories," Freddie added dreamily. 


Tianna looked around at him. "I think we could have gone the rest of our lives without knowing that, Farroukh." 


She suspected he was kidding, but sometimes even she wasn't sure. 


Brian went to plug in his guitar, watching them as he did. Tianna had gone to look over Freddie's shoulder. He 
smiled. They had known each other since ITTO, when Tianna had first come to England and was going out with 
Tim Staffel. That relationship hadn't worked out, but Freddie and Tianna had wound up becoming close friends. 
He had talked her into joining the band after finding out she played piano - his idea being that if they had a 
full-time keyboardist, he'd be free to ponce about up front. That decision had not sat well with Mary Austin. 
One night, while the band was working on their second album, she had blown up screaming at Freddie in a 
resturant, demanding that he choose between her or, as she put it, "that redheaded American slut. It's me or 
your stupid band, Freddie. You can't keep having it two ways." Freddie had been utterly devastated. In the end, 
though, he couldn't give up everything he'd been working so hard for - and he'd chosen his band - and his 
best friend - over his lover. It had been almost another year and a half before he and Tianna had finally 
gotten together. She'd often been accused of planning it all along, but if she had, it had worked out for the 
best. Brian had never seen two people so happy together. 


Tianna had sat down on the piano bench, taking one of the papers and looking closely at it. Freddie's notes could 


be quite hard to read. 


"This is going to be pretty,” she said after a moment. "But does it have lyrics?" 

"Wait and see, darling," Freddie said, putting his arms around her waist from behind. 

She looked at him. "Is this another one of your surprises?" 

He smiled. "It could be, dear. It could be." 

"Uh-oh." She smiled as she said it, though. Never mind that his last surprise had been going to pick up cat 
food and coming back with ... a kitten. He told her someone had been returning it because it had brown eyes. 
Apparently it - she, really - was a purebred Russian Blue, and was supposed to have green or blue eyes. Being 
brown-eyed himself (as well as a sucker for a furry face), Freddie had felt a need to take a stand against 
such blatent discrimination, and had promptly bought the kitten. Tianna hadn't been angry. (Besides, as a 
brown-eyed redhead, she could identify with Mehetibel's plight) She just wished he'd remembered the cat food. 
He looked at her for a long moment, then kissed her softly. "I think you'll like this one, darling" He did have 
lyrics to the song, but he didn't want her to hear it until after they got it recorded. It was supposed to be for 
her birthday next month. 

"Hey," Brian said, coming over. "Take a look at his and tell me what you think” 

"What is it?" Tianna said, standing up. 

He fished a small black satin box out of his jacket pocket. "Do you think Maddy will like this?" 

"If it's what | think it is, yes," she replied, taking it and opening it. It was, of course, a diamond ring. 

Freddie looked at Brian, wide-eyed. "You're going to ask her to marry you?" 

Brian nodded, looking nervous. 

Freddie hugged him. "It's about bloody time, darling! Why on earth were you waiting so long?! She's absolutely 
perfect for you, dear. We were wondering if we were going to have to hit you over the head to make you see 


it." 


Tianna decided not to point out that they'd only been going out about three months. She and Freddie had only 
been together for about that long before they married. "When are you going to get married?" 


"Well, if she says yes, | was thinking later this year," Brian said. "October or November. We'll be able to get 


away for awhile then" 


"And we'll have lots of time to plan it, darling," Freddie said, rubbing his hands together gleefully. "This is going 


to be so much fun!" 


Tianna looked at him. "Uh, Farroukh, hadn't you better ask before you appoint yourself his wedding planner? He 
might already have someone else in mind." 


"Yeah," Brian said, putting the box back in his pocket. "Someone with some actual taste." 
"Now | have fabulous taste, darlings," Freddie mock-pouted. 


"Yeah, if nights in white spandex are your thing," Tianna retorted amiably. He stuck his tongue out at her. Brian 
had to laugh. If you wanted funny, there was nothing quite like a famous rock star sticking his tongue out at 
his wife. Which reminded him ---- he went to look for the phone. 


we 
Meanwhile, over at Jim Beach's office: 
"Holly, wait! You can't like put that in there for one minute! It like says sixty seconds!" 


Holly like considered pointing out the painfully obvious to Vikki, decided it would be a waste of time and reset 


the microwave. 


"This reminds me of something Tianna Mercury said some years ago in an interview," she said to Maddy, who 
had come in to fetch a soda from the fridge. She had just picked up her lunch across the street - fish fingers 
and chips. "She said that at that point, her sole ambition was to be able to afford the kind of soup that came 
in a can" Holly looked in as the oven beeped, then opened the door to remove they styrofoam cup. "Myself, | 
find Pot Noodles very convienent.” 


"Pot Noodles?" Maddy looked at her. "ls that what they're called?" 


"Yeah." Holly held up the cup. Maddy didn't say point out that the name suggested ingredients other than 
semolina flour. More like Semolina Pilchard climbing up the Eiffel Tower. And man, Darryl's been a naughty boy, 
he let his knickers down. She was still dumbfounded that Vikki hadn't caught on yet. She was convinced his 
sudden lack of availability was due to "business" although, as Brian had pointed out, in a manner of speaking, it 


was. 


"Today is like the seventh anniversary of the night we first consummerated our love!" Vikki announced. "I hope 


he like doesn't have a business thing so we can do it all night!" 
"Just a little more information than we needed, Vikki," Holly said. 


Vikki merely giggled. Maddy went back out into the main office with her Coca-Cola bottle. Holly followed a 


moment later. "How do you stand her?" 


Maddy shrugged. "She's welcome to him, as far as I'm concerned" As she spoke, Holly's phone rang. Maddy sat 
down, looking thoughtful. Her ex hadn't always been like he was now. Once upon a time he'd been a nice if 
somewhat unromantic sort who'd longed to make a movie. His dark, oddball and violent vision had never found 
an audience until their move to England, where he suddenly found himself the darling of the "new wave" film 
movement. The accolades had gone straight to his head. Maddy refused comment on any of his "cinematic 
pieces," but she'd always thought his stories were weird. The one he'd been working on at the time of their 
breakup had been dark enough to make "A Clockwork Orange" look like a lighthearted romantic comedy. 

Just then the phone rang and she scooped it up. "Jim Beach's office---oh, hi Brian! Sure, where? Uh, how 
fancy is that? Oh, okay. Six-thirty? Great. | love you, too. Bye." 

"Was that what | think it was?" Holly said with a smile. 


Maddy looked at the remaining fish fingers. "I guess I'm not having the leftover ones for dinner tonight after 


all." 
~~ 


Meanwhile, back at the studio, Freddie and Roger were in the midst of a quarrel while Tianna tried to ignore 


then and listen to the rough mix of "Tie Your Mother Down" 
"Oh, do shut up," Freddie was saying sulkily. Tianna had yet to figure out what they were fighting about. 
"Me?! You started it, Roger retorted. 

"| did not!" Freddie shot back 

"Did too!" 

"Did not! 

"Did too!" 

"Did not!" 

"Did too!" 

"Did not!" 

"Did too!" 

"Did not!" 


"Did too!" 


"Did not" 
"Did--—" 

"All RIGHT" Tianna yelled, interrupting them. "What are you two fighting about now?" 
"He---" Roger paused, then broke off 

“Ha-ha, darling. You forgot! Freddie exclaimed, 

"| did not!" Roger shot back, although it was obvious that he had 

"Did too!" Freddie retorted triumphantly. 

"Did not" 

"Did too!" 

"Did not" 

"Did too!" 

"Did not" 

"Did too!" 

"Did not" 

"Did too!" 

"Did not" 

Tianna rolled her eyes and looked up at the ceiling. "Merde" 


"Fine! Be that way! See if | ever speak to you again," Freddie sulked, turning his back on Roger with a dramatic 
toss of his long dark locks. "So there!" 


"Why you little----" Roger slapped him hard on the butt. Freddie let out a squeak "That's it, Roger, that is it. 
You are SO dead!" 


"Guys, shut up. | can't hear myself think, much less hear this," Tianna grumbled. "And don't kill him yet, 


Farroukh, we may need him to dub over this part" 


"Why, what happened?" Roger said, going over. 


She handed him the headphones. "You tell me. It doesn't even sound like we have drums here at all" As she did, 
she knocked several sheets of paper to the floor. She picked them up to look at them, thinking that Brian was 


right about Freddie's musical notation resembling little tiny buses zooming all over the paper. 


Roger listened, frowning, pausing the tape and backing it up. Freddie went over and started rubbing Tianna's 
shoulders. She leaned back against him with a contented sigh and he put his arms around her. He leaned his 
chin against the top of her head, watching Roger as he fiddled with the board. For all its wild volume, Tianna's 
hair was surprisingly soft, almost like cashmere. He loved playing with it, running his hands through it, 
especially loved the way it felt brushing ticklishly against his skin when they made love. The only problem was 
that he also occasionally got tangled up in it, too - or got it under his elbow right at the wrong time. Tianna 
had learned to be careful about throwing her head back whilst in the throes of passion. 


‘Ils this new?" She looked around at him. 
He nodded. "I think it's going to be called "The Millionaire's Waltz." 


"Cute. What are you trying to do? Turn London into downtown Vienna?" She kissed his nose, then went back to 
reading the lyrics, blushing when she got to "in the rain we lay/I could have stayed there forever." 


"Um, Farroukh?" She looked back around. 


"Why not, darling?" He smiled. The lyric referred to something that had happened that past summer. They had 
been in New Orleans visiting her family, but thanks to a mix-up in her parents’ return flight from a vacation 
in Cancun, had wound up with the house to themselves for two days. House? More like mansion, he thought. 
He'd known Tianna's family had money (her father owned an ad agency) but not that much. At any rate, it had 
been an oppressively hot, humid and very cloudy day until, following her back to the house through something 
she called the north pasture, the sky had finally opened up and it had started pouring. 


"| don't think there's any sense in trying to outrun it," he'd said, looking up at the sky. Given the heat, the rain 
felt pretty good. 


Tianna shook her head and he pulled her close and kissed her, She had on a coral-pink sundress that was 
starting to turn dusty rose as it soaked up water. 


"This reminds me of the night we finally got together," he said when their lips parted. She had abruptly walked 
out of the pub and he'd followed her - just as it started to rain Their first kiss had been on a Kensington 
street corner in the rain with passersby looking at them as if they were probably nuts. "Should we head 


back?" 


"Wait," she said. Stepping away, she quickly slipped out of her clothes, shaking out her by-now dripping hair as 
she tilted her head to let the rain run down her face. After a moment, though, she half-turned to look at him. 
"Well? What are you waiting for?" 


His first thought was that she looked like a goddess, his second concerned how quickly he could get his own 
clothes off. He did and took her in his arms from behind, nuzzling her shoulder, putting one arm around her 
waist and cupping her breast with the other, his fingers stroking her nipple. She shivered and leaned back 
against him, eyes closed. After a moment, though, she turned around and kissed him, hard. They wound up 
tumbling onto the wet grass. 


"Oh Freddie," she whispered, pushing his wet hair out of his eyes, then leaning over to lick water droplets from 
his chest, working her way slowly to his nipple. He whimpered, caressing her, twining his fingers through her 
long hair. As he did, she reached down, cradling his balls in one hand and wrapping the other around the base 
of his cock, gently biting at his nipple as she started to stroke him. He caught his breath sharply, letting it out 
in a soft moan when she shifted position and took a long, slow lick, all the way from the base to the tip, her 
tongue swirling around the head before darting to lick around the achingly sensitive ridge just underneath. He 
moaned again, burying his fingers in her hair. She smiled, then took him in her mouth, sucking hard for just a 
moment, then letting go, running just the tip of her tongue along the shaft, then taking it in her hand while she 
took wide, swirling licks at the throbbing head, almost as though she were licking an ice cream cone. Needless 
to say, Freddie was almost out of his mind by then, head thrown back, his funny protrubant front teeth biting 
his lower lip. His whimpers, however, abruptly became a sharp yelp when her thumbnail unexpectedly - and 


rather painfully - dug into the tender skin on the underside of his cock. 
She looked at him, wincing sympathetically. "Sorry." 


"ls okay, darling," he said breathlessly, reaching for her and kissing her on the mouth. She wasn't intentionally 
rough, but sometimes she wasn't very careful. He ran his fingers down her spine, pulling her up into his arms 
as he did. The cool rain against his naked skin aroused him almost as much as the warmth from her body and 
her touch. He kissed her face, then down along her throat, licking the hollow at the base, before shifting 
position to lick around her nipples, teasing them into hard peaks before taking one in his mouth, sucking hard 
before giving it an unexpected nip, tweaking the other one at the same time. She gasped, letting out a little 
moan. He gave her a rougeish smile, then slowly kissed his way down her body, sliding his hands between her 
thighs. He ran his fingers up along the inside, stroking, teasing, but not venturing between, where he knew she 
wanted him to. Not yet, anyway. He slid down, retracing his caresses with his tongue, enjoying the way she 
whimpered. "Oh God, Freddie, please---" 


"Do you love me, Tigi?" he said, sitting up enough to look at her, but at the same time running his fingers 


along her labia. 
"| love you, Freddie," she said shakily. "Come on, don't torture me, please---" 


He pretended to consider it for a moment, then bent down again and took a long, slow lick, making her gasp and 
shake. He teased her for another few minutes before he couldn't take it any more himself and pushed her the 


rest of the way down on the wet grass, bracing himself as he slipped into her. She cried out, wrapping her 
arms and legs around him, kissing him hard and somehow ending up on top. Freddie, however, quickly rolled her 
back under again, being a little bit adverse to secondary positions. She wanted to try and prolong it, but he had 
other ideas, almost making her scream when she came, almost screaming himself when he did a moment later. 
They collasped in each others’ arms and just lay there, both trying to catch their breath, the touch of the 
rain soothing against their overheated bodies. Finally, Tianna roused herself enough to kiss him. "Well?" 

He looked at her with a dreamy smile, huge brown eyes soft. "I love you, darling.’ 

She kissed him again, softly. "And | love you." 


~ Ke 


"I think | fixed it," Roger said, startling Freddie out of his reverie. "This song is hysterical. Is it going to be the 


single?" 


"That or one other that Farroukh here is working on," Tianna said. "What did you say that one was going to be 


called?" 

"Oh --- "Somebody To Love." It took him a moment to think. 

Roger looked around. "Have | heard that one?" 

"Not yet, darling," Freddie replied, his mind still an ocean away. 

we 

"Hey, look out!" Opal Bulsara yelled at the dark-haired boy who'd almost knocked her over as he careened by on 
his new skateboard. 

"Up yours!" Liam Parkinson yelled back. 

"No, | mean---" Opal broke off with a wince as Liam crashed into a phone box. "Look out." 

‘Ow! Why didn't you warn me?!" he exclaimed. 

Opal shook her head and rolled her eyes skyward in a manner eerily reminiscent of her mother. She was eleven 
and in the British equivalent of seventh grade (having been moved to a first-grade class her second week of 
kindergarten when the teacher had realized she could read and write) Despite her mother's early concerns, 
she had held her own quite well, even though she was the youngest child in class, small for her age and 


American to boot. She picked up a wheel that had rolled by her feet and went over to see about Liam. "Did 
you break anything besides the skateboard?" 


"I can put that back on," he shot back, grabbing the wheel. "What are you going to bring in for Career Day? l'm 


going to bring in my dad's tool box." Liam's father was an electrician 


"| haven't decided yet" Actually, she was wondering if she should bring in Freddie's microphone, but he might 
need it. She was glad they'd finally gotten married. She'd thought of Freddie as her father for so long that the 
wedding - and the fact that he'd adopted her afterwards - had almost seemed like an afterthought. According 
to her mother, her "real" father (Tianna didn't know how else to put it) had died in a car accident almost two 
months before she'd even known she was going to have a baby. She'd been sixteen at the time. She'd kept Opal, 
finished high school and started college, then gotten a chance to go to school in England, so they'd moved to 
London from New Orleans. Opal remembered very little, if any, of her life in the States. Apart from the plane 
ride over, her first memories concerned meeting Roger and Freddie in Kensington Market - and her thinking 
that Roger was Barbie.(He'd had to put up with being called Glam Rock Barbie for quite some time afterwards.) 
She still thought he looked like a Barbie doll. Freddie had told her she looked exactly like her mom (which she 
did, down to the red hair.) She'd hoped he was right, because her mom was really beautiful, much prettier 
than even Barbie. Freddie and her mom had started spending so much time together that Opal had been 
convinced that he was really her father and her mom had gone to England so they could be with him again. 
Finding out that he wasn't had been a little disappointing, but not too much so, since he'd told her that he 
wished he was. Now he really was. She still called him Freddie, though. She'd been calling him that for so long 
that it seemed weird calling him anything else. He didn't mind. 


"Your parents are cool," Liam said. "Ill bet your old man doesn't get on your case about liking KISS." 

"He likes Jimi Hendrix better," Opal said. She herself preferred the Bay City Rollers. 

"See? Man, you're so lucky." Liam shook his head. "I gotta run" 

Opal waved him goodbye, then continued on toward the studio, where she was going to meet up with her mom, 
Freddie and the band. She hoped John was going to be there. She had a bunch of word problems to do for 
math and her mom wasn't any better at them than she was. 

we 

They had started putting down the vocal tracks for "The Millionaire's Waltz" that afternoon, deciding to come 
back to "Tie Your Mother Down" Tianna was half-listening, half lost in thought, her mind having wandered to 
the same time and place as Freddie's. He wasn't the only one who could have stayed there forever. She'd lain in 
his arms for awhile, feeling both utterly reckless and utterly content all at once, then roused herself from her 
post-orgasmic daze enough to kiss him. "Well?" 


He'd looked at her, his gorgeous brown eyes soft. "I love you, darling.” 


She kissed him again. "And | love you." 


He looked around, then back at her with a giggle. "I can't believe we just did that." 


"Why not? It's nothing we don't do all the time anyway," she pointed out with a smile. It was still pouring, and 
the rain felt good against her naked skin. Almost as good as his body against hers. "Aren't you the one who 


said if you've got to make love, do it everywhere?" 


He laughed and stretched, then rolled over on his stomach to look at her, shaking back his wet hair. "I just 


hope your parents don't come back unexpectedly. 


"Don't worry. Even if they did, they'd just Tease us about it for the next five thousand years," she replied 


with a smile. 
He gazed at her for a long moment, then kissed her. "I'm so lucky to have you." 


She pulled him back into her arms. "It isn't luck, pumpkin, it's fate. We were born to be together. We didn't 


have a choice." 
He looked at her. "You think so?" 


She nodded. "That's how | think it works. Everyone has someone they're supposed to end up with. The trick is 
finding them." 


He ran his fingers through her hair, then kissed her. They'd wound up making love again and she thought she'd 
never been so happy. For awhile there, after Opal's father had died so horribly, she'd been convinced that she'd 
never fall in love again, that he had been her only chance and now he was gore. It had taken finding out that 
she was carrying his baby to snap her out of her deepening depression. She'd never had any doubt that she 
was going to keep the baby. What had been even more amazing was the calm way her parents had taken the 
news. She had known that they had married young, but hadn't realized that her mother had only been sixteen 
when her older brother was born. Theirs had been a shotgun wedding that had wound up being for keeps. So 
she'd finished high school, gone on to college, then gotten an offer to study in London for two years, which 
she'd gladly accepted. The rest, as they say, was history. Actually, it had been right about this time of year 


when she'd suddenly realized she hadn't gotten her period since-- 
Oh my God. She hadn't gotten her period since December, had she? Skipping a month wasn't out of the 
drugstore on the way home. 

Freddie looked around as John came in. "Darling! Did you hear the news?" 

"What news?" John looked worried 


Freddie smiled. "Brian's going to ask his little Frodo to marry him." He'd been calling Maddy "Frodo" since he'd 
met her. His first impression of her had been that she looked like a hobbit. Brian had been a bit annoyed until 


he realized that Freddie wasn't making fun of her. Maddy herself thought it was hysterical. 


"Really?" John was surprised. "So soon? She's not pregnant, is she?" He had to duck as a paper cup arced in 


from the other room. 
"Heyl" He looked around at Brian. "I'm just asking." 


Brian stuck his tongue out at the bassist, who gave him the old peace sign in reverse. Tianna laughed, then 


looked at Freddie. "Don't let me forget to stop by the drugstore." 
ww 


About four-forty, Maddy was walking out the front door of the office building rewinding her scarf around her 
neck and thinking the same thing, albeit for different reasons. She wanted to get a new bottle of asprin before 
she got a headache. As she started down the sidewalk, she heard Vikki Barrett come clattering down the steps 
in her spike heels. All at once the taller girl yelled "Mr. Cuddles?! Mr. Cuddles, wait for mel" Before Maddy 
could turn to look one way or the other, Vikki came stampeding by, nearly knocking the dark-haired girl off her 
feet. 


"Mr. Cuddles, wait, like wait! Where are you going? Wait! Like what are you doing? Mr. Cuddles!!" Vikki screamed. 
Maddy finally spotted Darryl scrambling into the back of a nearby limo. A haughtily perfect blonde face was 
visible through the back window. 


"Mr. Cuddles! Wait for me, please! Wait, wait----" Vikki's plaintive cry was cut off when she ran right off the 
curb, landing with a sickeningly loud smack face-first on the pavement. The limo had started to pull away, but 
it hesitated, then sped off with a screech of rubber as Darryl apparently yelled at the driver, cutting into 
traffic and nearly taking out the side of a Bentley. Wide-eyed, Maddy put both hands over her mouth, then 
ran to see if Vikki was all right. The taller girl was lying where she'd fallen, sobbing. 


"Vikki, are you all right?" Maddy said, then crouched by her. "Can you get up? You're in the street. Vikki---" 
She started to try to pull the other girl to her feet, but as she did there was a flare of light and a scream 
of rubber. At the same instant, she was grabbed from behind and hauled back onto the sidewalk as a blur of 
yellow swept by within inches of her face. She fell backwards, letting go of Vikki's arm and landing back-to on a 
soft and basically forgiving surface. 


"Oof. You're heavier than you look, Frodo." The voice was very familiar. She looked around and found herself 
staring into Roger Taylor's cerulean eyes. He scrambled to a sitting position, pushing her back enough to look 


her over. "Are you all right?" 


‘lm all right," Maddy said shakily. She still didn't know exactly what had happened. Vikki was curled in a fetal 
position on the edge of the sidewalk, wailing. The cab driver who had almost hit them had stopped, realizing 


that something was wrong. 


"| didn't hit her, did 1?" he exclaimed, rushing over. "I didn't even see her until it was almost too late! What the 
hell were you---oh God. Miss, you okay? Miss?" He crouched by Vikki. 

"You didn't hit anyone. She fell and Maddy here was trying to help her out of the street," Roger said, going 
over as well, reassured that Maddy wasn't hurt. He'd been in the process of pulling over to ask her if she 
needed a lift when he'd seen Vikki go running after the limo and Darryl getting in with - had that been Naomi 
Carlton? The limo had almost hit him as it pulled out and sped away. "Vikki, are you badly hurt? Vikki?" He 


gently rolled her over and pulled her hands away from her face. "Let me - oh God" 


"Oil" The driver cringed. The entire left side of Vikki's face was scraped raw and bleeding, her nose swollen and 


obviously broken. She screamed and covered her face again. 
Roger looked at Maddy. "We better ring for an ambulance, love. This looks bad" 


"Right!" Maddy ran back into the building to use the phone in Jim's office. She returned about five minutes 
later with a blanket she'd gotten from somewhere. "Roger? Could you do me a huge favor? I'd better ride with 
her to the hospital. Could you tell Brian I'm not going to be able to make dinner tonight?" 


"No problem. Can | use the phone in Jim's office?" 
"Yeah, He should still be there. He had someone in his office with him, though," she said, as Roger dashed off. 


It was only the second time Maddy had ever been in the back of an ambulance. The first time had been during 
School Fire Safety Day back when she was eight. She found herself wondering how on earth the medics could 
deal with that siren and not end up with a chronic migraine. Vikki was still incoherient, sobbing about her face 
hurting and wanting her Mr. Cuddles, so Maddy filled them in on what had happened. She promised Vikki she'd 
try to get hold of Darryl, although she doubted that she could. She seriously doubted he still had the same 


number, never mind whether or not he was home. 


When they reached the hospital, the medics hauled the gurney out of the back and ran on ahead in. As Maddy 
followed, she heard someone call her name. Seconds later Brian ran over and grabbed her in a hug that lifted 


her off the ground. "Roger called me. Thank God you're all right, love!" 

"Brian!" She hugged him back. "Oh Brian, l'm so glad you're here." 

He kissed her, then put her down, putting an arm around her as they followed the gurney in The emergency 
admissions area was small, with a semicircular admissions desk, double doors leading to the trauma center, 
several simple but comfortable wooden benches. There were about ten or twelve people there - nurses, staff 
and a couple of people obviously waiting for someone. "I thought someone had better come along and | saw 
what happened, so---" She shrugged. As she spoke, Jim Beach caught up with them. 


"How is she?" he said. 


"She was pretty beat-up," Maddy said. "She landed on her face." 


"The car didn't hit her?" 
"No, Roger pulled us out of the way," Maddy said. 


"Thank God," Jim said, "I'll go see what | can find out. You wait here." As he spoke, thought, a man in a white 


coat came out. 


"Excuse me, we're here to see about a Vikki Barrett," Jim said. "I'm her employer. | don't believe she has any 


family in England." 


"That's who | was coming out here to look for," the doctor said. "She's not seriously hurt. She has a broken 
nose and collarbone and lot of facial trauma, but she should heal with only minimal scarring, if any. She may 
need some work done on her nose, though. Could | ask you to come with me and fill out some paperwork? We 


can talk more there." 

"Certainly," Jim said. "I'll be back. Wait here." 

After he left, Maddy looked at Brian. "At least she's okay." 

He nodded. She looked away, then back at him, miserably. "I'm sorry." 

"Sorry for what, pretty baby? You didn't do anything.” He ran his fingers through her dark locks. 

She looked down "I kind of messed up dinner.” 

"So what? We'll go out later. Or sometime. Heck, we'll pick up something and go back to your place." He kissed 
her forehead, then led her over to a bench and sat down with her, putting an arm around her shoulders. 
"There is something | wanted to ask you, though." He'd decided that this was as good a time as any. 


"What?" She looked nervous. 


He knew this was going to take her completely by surprise. He kissed her nose, then took her hand and slid the 
ring he'd shown Tianna and Freddie earlier on her finger. She looked at her hand, wide-eyed, then back at him. 


"Brian?" Her voice was quivery. 
He took both her hands. "Will you marry me?" 


She threw her arms around his neck and he hugged her tight. It was a moment before she could find her 
voice. "Oh God, yes, of course | will. |---" She gave up and kissed him, quite hard, not caring if everyone was 
probably looking at them. When their lips parted and she looked around, she realized that everyone indeed was. 
In fact, the entire room had fallen quiet. She shrugged and looked around at them with a sheepish smile. "We're 


going to get married." 


A huge cheer erupted just as Jim came back in with the doctor. Maddy blushed scarlet and put her hands 


over her face, then looked up between her fingers. Brian had started laughing. 
"He just asked her to marry him," someone said to Jim and the doctor. 


Jim laughed and shook his head. "I can't leave them alone for five minutes without one of them causing 


trouble." 


